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showed in many ways, but above all in their love for
Silindu and each other.
Their lives were harder even than those of the
other village women. As they became older the fear
of hunger became more and more present with them.
When Silindu was away from the village they were
often compelled to live upon the fruits and leaves
and roots, which they gathered themselves in the
jungle. And when the chena season began, they
worked like the men and boys in the chenas. They
cut down the undergrowth and burnt it; they cleared
the ground and sowed the grain; they lay out all
night in the watch huts to scare away the deer and
wild pig which came to damage the crop.
When they were fifteen, Babun Appu, the brother
of Nanchohami, came to live in his brother-in-law's,
the headman's, house. He had previously lived in
another house with his father, an old man, tooth-
less and brainless. When the old man whom he had
supported died, he abandoned his hut and came to
live with his sister and her husband. The number
of houses in the village thus sank to eight.
At that time Babun Appu was twenty-one years
old. He was tall for a Sinhalese, broad-shouldered,
and big-boned. His skin was a dark chocolate-
brown, his face oval, his nose small, his lips full and
sensual. His expression was curiously, virile and